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They that go down to the sea in ships, and occupy their
business in great waters; these men see the works of the
Lord, and His wonders in the deep. For at His word the
stormy wind ariseth, which lifteth up the waves thereof.
They are carried up to the heaven, and down again to the
deep; their soul melteth away because of the trouble.
They reel to and fro, and stagger like a drunken man, and
are at their wit's end. So when they cry unto the Lord
in their trouble, He delivereth them out of their distress.
For He rnaketh the storm to cease, so that the waves
thereof are still. Then are they glad, because they are at
rest; and so He bringeth them unto the haven where they
would be.

This psalm coming in its proper order seemed
strangely appropriate, read with those dead mariners
for a congregation.

The narrative of the wreck of the Caledonia in 1843
must not be told by any other than Mr. Hawker
himself. The following is extracted from his 'Re-
membrances of a Cornish Vicar,'1 slightly shortened.

At daybreak of an autumn day I was aroused by a
knock at my bedroom door: it was followed by the
agitated voice of a boy, a member of my household: * Oh,
sir, there are dead men on Vicarage Rocks!'

In a moment I was up, and in my cassock and slippers
rushed out. There stood my lad, weeping bitterly, and
holding out to me in his trembling hands a tortoise alive.
I found afterwards that he had grasped it on the beach,
and brought it in his hand as a strange and marvellous
arrival from the waves, but in utter ignorance of what it
might be. I ran across my glebe, a quarter of a mile,
to the cliffs, and down a frightful descent of three hundred
feet to the beach. It was indeed a scene to be looked on
only once in a human life. On a ridge of rock, just left
bare by the falling tide, stood a man, my own servant: he
had come out to see my flock of ewes, and had found the
awful wreck. There he stood, with two dead sailors at
his feet, whom he had just drawn put of the water, stiff
and stark. The bay was tossing and seething with a
tangled mass of rigging and broken fragments of a ship;
the billows rolled up yellow with corn, for the cargo of
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